ACT II                            SHEPPEY                                zjl

MRS. MILLER: I don't know if I'm steading on me 'ead or
me 'eels.

ERNIE: [Crossly] Well, it's not the first time a nan has
loved the human race so much he's left his own family to
starve.

FLORRIE: Don't blame me, Ernie.

SHEPPEY: I knew it would be a sort of disappointmen: to
you.

iRNiE: The mistake you make, Sheppey, is taking things too
literally. The New Testament must be looked upon as
fiction, a beautiful fiction if you like, but a fiction. No
educated man accepts the Gospel narrative as sober fact.
In fact a great many people believe that Jesus never
existed at all.

SHEPPEY: I don't know that that matters so much.

ERNIE: Just now, when I asked you what you expected to
get out of it, you said the Kingdom of Heaven.

SHEPPEY: I know I did. But sometimes I think the Kingdom

of 'Eaven's in me own 'eart.
FLORRIE: You're barmy.
SHEPPEY: [Smiling^ Because I want to live like Jesus?

FLORRIE: Well, who ever heard of anyone wanting to live
like Jesus at this time of day? I think it's just blas-
phemous.

ERNIE: And there's another thing you must remember.

Everyone knows the Gospels were written by ignorant

men.  I mean they were just ordinary working chaps.

And the parables and all that were addressed to the same

sort of crowd you might see at Woolworth's of a

Saturday night.
SHEPPEY: Well, perhaps that's why it all come 'ome to me so

much, because I'm an ignorant working man rneself.
ERNIE: Yes, but don't you see, they've got to be explained.

Why do you suppose they have professors of theology